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Routines 


The Cantrell-Gossard household was one of routine. Routine was good, routine was a welcome solace to the 


chaos of being on the road. When they were both home, they fell easily into their comforting routines. 


The morning routine generally began with Stone waking up before Jerry, wriggling as gently as he could out of 
his husband's strong embrace, and getting up, leaving the blonde to his beauty sleep. 


Jerry often had trouble falling asleep. Occasionally, especially the one or two nights after he got home, Jerry 
could be found in the morning down in his man cave, tinkering with his guitar. He'd have bags under his eyes, 
eyes that seemed dull to Stone, quietly begging for rest. So when sleep eluded him no more, Stone made sure 


Jerry got all that he needed. 


When he did finally wake, Jerry pulled on a fresh pair of shorts and made his way downstairs, yawning and 
rubbing his eyes. He found coffee waiting for him. He often said the longer it sat, cooking on the heating 
element, the better he liked it. Jerry called it cowboy coffee. Stone wrinkled his nose. 


Jerry took his mug of sludge and picked up his phone. As he stood at the kitchen sink, sipping his sludge, Jerry 
opened Instagram. There were 2100 notifications waiting for him. He quietly groaned, wondering what he let 


Mike get him into. Twenty-one hundred likes on his last post: a photo of him and his brother mucking out one 
of the stalls in the barn last year. Jerry remembered that Stone had taken it, even giving him credit in his 
post. Stone claimed he'd keep it as blackmail material for later. He should know better, Jerry told him. He had 
no issues with doing work around the ranch. Later that day, he was elbow-deep in one of the cows, checking on 
her unborn calf. There were no photos of that or Jerry might be tempted to post one of those, too. 

He lifted his head and took a sip of coffee as he glanced out the window. He found Stone out in the garden, 
pulling up weeds and talking to the cat. Jerry looked on as Harold started to dig in the dirt near Stone's prized 
strawberry plants. When Harold squatted, Stone yelled at him and shoo'ed the cat away. Jerry snapped a photo 
on his phone of Stone bent over, trying to fix the displaced dirt and bury whatever gift Harold had left him. 


The photo went up on his Instagram with the caption, "Harold was trying to help in the garden this morning 
with a bit of organic fertilizer. Stone wasn't having it" 


Immediately, the notifications poured in. One right after another, hundreds of fans were liking and commenting 
on the photo of his husband bent over in his garden Jerry looked closer and laughed. He didn't realize it at 


first, but Harold was sitting a few feet away, giving Stone a look. He was still laughing when Stone came inside. 


"Good morning, Jer Bear." He kissed Jerry's cheek and playfully smacked his ass. "What's so funny?" he asked 
as he moved to the fridge to fetch a bottle of water. 


"Mike convinced me to start an Instagram account." 
"Oh, he did? You? Mr. ‘| hate social media?" 
"Yes, me." 


"I see. And that's funny because?" Stone took a long drink of water and then brought the hem of his shirt up 
to wipe his sweaty brow. 


Jerry snapped another photo. "I was just amused by the last picture | posted" 
"Uh-huh," Stone replied "What was that?" 

"You 

Ka 

"Yelling at Harold for taking a shit in your garden’ 

"You didn't! 


"Did." 


Stone grabbed the phone from Jerry's hand. He looked at the photo, looked at Jerry, and back to the photo. 
"Ass," he muttered. 


Jerry watched his husband's face while Stone scrolled through the few photos he has posted over the last 
couple weeks. Stone's expression softened as he looked up again. 


"Jerk" He handed the phone back to Jerry. 


The blonde looked down at it. Stone had opened the first post Jerry made. It was a picture of Stone's profile, a 
flaming red sunset over Puget Sound in the background. It was taken the night they got married. Jerry's 
caption read, "This is my husband, Stone, on the evening that he married me. We used to have a routine. I'd 
ask him to marry me. He'd say no. One day, he broke the routine and said yes. | still don't know why. And | 
don't care. He finally said yes." 


